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carried out of the theatre; went to bed and stayed there; but
Tree played the endless part of Wolsey as if he had had nothing
else to do and nothing else to think of.

Long before this I had lost my stupid self-consciousness
where he was concerned and had grown to know him pretty
intimately.   This intimacy was increased by my  intercourse
with him in connection  with Drake, Joseph,  David  Copper-
field and Mavourneen,   I saw him under all sorts of circum-
stances and among all sorts of people,  and I had long ago
discovered that under the Tree of legend, the Tree who was
constantly letting off verbal fireworks, paradoxes and epigrams,
there was a kind, affectionate, simple,   child-like man with a
heart of gold ; the most lovable man I have ever met; the most
aggravating  man,  too.    But  though  his   " aggravatingness"
sometimes put one in a fury, the fury was instantly disarmed
by his perfectly sincere surprise that one could bo angry.   At
the climax of the most horrific quarrel, when we had littered the
stage with each other's fur, he would slip his arm through mine
and say, " Now, L-N, come and have  supper/' as if nothing
had happened,   What could one clo with a man like that, except
love him ?    His affectionate nature compelled affection and would
take no denial.   When once he had thought it worth while to
conquer your shyness or reserve, you were his friend and he was
yours, for all time.   The whole staff of his theatre proved that.
There was not a man employed in it, whether before or behind
the curtain, who would not gladly have let himself be cut in
little pieces to serve " The Chief/'   A rehearsal might begin at
5 p.m. on one day and end in total exhaustion  at 7.30 a.m.
the next morning,   What of it ?   Did anybody go on strike ?
Not a soul.   They began again at IT a.m. the same day.   The
word fatigue did not exist in his vocabulary nor in anyone's
who was working with him.   His enthusiasm for the play in
hand remained at fever-heat until the curtain had fallen on the
first performance.   Then he wanted to get to work on the next,
I believe his ideal of theatrical life would have been six weeks
of strenuous rehearsal and one performance.   He was always,
without cessation or interruption, reaching out for the new
thing; the thing that had not been done before; the thing nd
one else had ever thought of; the thing that seemed impossible.